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sour mash—copper 
distilled, perfectly puri- 
» fied and honestly aged. 
gkSCAp es That’s why Cascade 
DISTUAERY §| has a distinguished per- 
sonality of its own. 
Original Bottling 
Has Old Gold Label 
GEO. A. DICKEL & CO., Distillers 
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BLACK & WHITE 


Scotch Whisky 


There is more Black 
and White sold than any 
other Scoteh— 

Because it is so good, 
and such excellent value 
for the money. 

And one of the chief 
points of value in Black 
and White is its abso- 
lute purity. 
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For Optimism 

UDGE’S elements of distinction are many, 

by the common consent of its vast army 

of readers, the more enthusiastic among 

: whom from time totimecom- 

} mend it for one or another 
feature that appeals. 

And JUDGE is essentially 
unique in its abstention from 
partisan or offensive refer- 
ence to the European war. 
There is enough trouble in 
the world, is His Hon- 
or’s opinion, without 
adding to it or empha- 
sizing that which is obvious. Optim- 
ism and good nature, with an occasional 
sprinkling of satire as a condiment, is 
JupGeE’s regular bill of fare; and those 
who sit at His Honor’s table always 
rise refreshed and fit for the serious 
things of life that may be encountered 
on all sides. 

Not that JUDGE has utterly ignored 
the war, for even a thing so bitter in 
most of its aspects must have angles 
for sane suggestion, and even elements 
of grim humor. These alone interest 
JupGE, and these sparingly. As for 
the rest of it, JUDGE’S readers may find 
their fill elsewhere, only to return to 
His Honor for a sweetening of the spirit 
and for forgetfulness of the appalling. 








Human Perfection 
HERE is an old saw to the effect that 
no’ man can help the way he was 
born, but only fools stay that way. 
A few brief years of life are bound to 
bring to a man change of tissue, change 


T O R I 


is an expression sometimes heard, but mean- 
ing nothing; it is but wrapping up the under- 
standing in the blanket of a paradox by 
showing that he is still a baby. Physically 
no man can remain the way he was born; 
mentally and morally only fools remain the 
way they were born. It rests largely with 
the individual, as he approaches maturity, 
whether change shall be positive advance- 
ment or atavism. No man can help the way 
he was born. Perhaps eugenics can. Per- 
haps twilight sleep can. Perhaps not! 
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Platitudes 
LATITUDES are the wit of the dull, the 
sense of the senseless, the logic of the 
illogical and the rebuttal of the senile. 
Platitudes are the humdrum utterances of 
public speakers as distin- 
guished from the eloquence 
of orators. Platitudes are 
the hot air which fills the 
balloon of mediocrity. 
When our neighbors say 
a thing, it is a platitude; 
when we say the same 
thing, it is an aphor- 
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ism, and if it gets 
into print, it is an epigram. 

The supply of platitudes far exceeds 
the demand. They are so inexpensive 
that they cost hardly a single mental 
effort. In the busy mart of life they 
are practically valueless. <A platitude 
is about the only thing for which a 
platitude may be exchanged. 

There are several things which may 
seem inconsequential in their connec- 
tion with platitudes, but which, how- 
ever, are able to immeasurably magnify 
them. The briefest dash of flattery 
will often make a platitude seem to be 
the capsheaf of philosophical pro- 
fundity. Platitudes also give a woman 
the reputation of being a charming 
companion—but only when she is physi- 
cally charming. And bound in limp 
leather, tooled with gold letters, plati- 
tudes with deckle edges are not to be 
despised. 








MAN from a big town does not 
really know more than a man 








of stature and change of mentality. To 
say that a mature man was born perfect 
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from a little town, but he thinks he 
does. 
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“Wait a minute, pop! 


‘ ELL, pa, I guess I’ll step over to 
Mame Morrison’s a little while,’’ 
observed Mrs. Dambly, tying a purple scarf 
over her fuzzy gray hair. 

**Prob’ly I'll be home to sup- 

per, but if Mame should urge 

Jaan p) me, I might stay. The mush 
S=>Ss— is on the back of the stove, 


| \ same as usual, and there’s 
} coffee to warm, right in the 
\\ pot.”’ 

Pa Dambly nodded, well 


schooled in resignation. 
When the door had closed behind his wife’s 
cushiony form, he lighted a soothing pipe and 
cast a malevolent glance at the double boiler. 

“My, how I’m growin’ to despise mush!’’ 
he soliloquized sadly. ‘‘It ain’t rightly a 
man’s food, seems like.’’ Then, with a 
prolonged sigh, ‘‘If I could only get me 
some teeth !’’ 

For this was the keynote of the situation. 
Pa had lost his last lone grinder three years 
before, and as the family finances never 
attained to a surplus, he had learned to 
“gum it’’ as best he might. Despite his 
age and his disabilities, he picked up a 
good many odd jobs about town, and son 
Jim, on the railroad up-State, sent regularly 








CALLED BACK 


By CORINNE ROCKWELL SWAIN 





what he could spare from his little pay; so 
the rent and the grocer’s bill were satis- 
factorily met, but pa’s new teeth remained 
an uncertain glory, though the spread-eagle 
sign of the Painless Dentist offered complete 
equipment at temptingly low rates. 

Mrs. Dambly had mourned sincerely over 
his limitations at first; but as it gradually 
dawned upon her that pa’s restricted diet 
meant more time for the visiting and gos- 
sip dear to her soul, her point of view un- 
derwent a subtle change. In his mild way 
pa had always been an exacting person to 
feed; he must have his meat and potatoes 
fried just so, and it was no simple matter 
to satisfy his demands in regard to pie. 
Somehow, the things he liked best were the 
kind which required the most time and ef- 
fort. Ma wasn’t fond of cooking, anyhow, 
though she reflected with philosophy that 
when you got married, it was all in the 
day’s work. As for her own tastes, she was 
one of those easy-going souls who content- 








Me an’ Rover want to go with you!” 


edly do without things rather than take any 
trouble, and who tend to rapid backsliding 
when pressure is removed. Ma in harness 
had been the most docile of roadsters; freed 
from restraint, she waxed fat and kicked. 
Her conscience quieted by the ample boiler 
on the back of the stove, she was charmed 
by the social vistas newly opened to her. 
When pa grumbled now and then, she even 
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reminded him somewhat perkily that so long as he had to 
eat spoon vittles anyhow, he was lucky to get good, whole- 


some mush these hard times. Moreover, she had lately 


- fallen into a way of prolonging her calls 
P yy and accepting supper invitations, tempted 
/ a by a toothsome meal secured without la- 
\\° 44 bor. Clearly ma was degenerating; as pa 
y \) smoked, he reflected with mild resent- 
J ment that she was leaving him alone for 

the third afternoon that week. 
i Unexpectedly the postman stopped at 
the house and left him a letter. It was 
too early for Jim’s remittance, and pa viewed the envelope 
with surprise, which increased as he read the inclosure. It 
was from Bill, the errant younger son, who had run away 
to be a cowboy. After several years of drifting, he had 

realized his ambition. 

‘‘I know I treated you mean when I run off,’’ he wrote; 
‘but I have not forgot my parents, and I always aimed to 
help you when I got a good job. Well, I got one now ona 
ranch, andI send you some money. It is twenty-five dollars 
for youand ma. I want you should get yourselves each 
something nice for a present from me, and if I can hold 
my job, I will soon send money regular.’’ 

A warm glow of happiness and self-respect radiated 
through Pa Dambly’s apologetic, stiff-jointed little frame. 
For a moment he sat fingering the precious money order; 
then, after a quick glance at the clock, he put on his coat 
and hat and started down-town. He reached home, how- 
ever, in advance of his wife, and seemed to relish his mush 
and milk more than usual, for there was a light in his 
faded blue eye, an animation in his gesture, which had 
long been absent. When ma returned, he listened with 
interest to her spicy neighborhood chronicles; but he omit- 
ted to mention Bill’s letter. 

The next day, when ma returned from a pleasant call at 
five o’clock, her spouse was absent. 

‘*Was it this afternoon he promised to weed Lawyer 
Douglas’s garden?’’ she wondered, as she poked up the fire, 
moved the boiler forward and filled the kettle. ‘‘Seems sort 
of quiet and lonesome here. I guess I'll run in next door 
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A SUGGESTION 
Maid—lIt's awful cold to-night, ma'am. Hadn't you better wear the muff and carry the dress? 


“* I agree with you. 












REJOICING IN VISION 
This year’s styles are certainly tough on the blind.’’ 


and tell Minnie what a sight Mrs. Pur- 
dy’s new slit skirt is. Pa can easy get 
his supper if I’m not back in time. 
Minnie always has hers early, and I think 
she’s got pork chops to-night.’’ Thusshe 
mused pleasantly, with a smile on her 
amiable, pink face. Then, looking 
around, she saw pa coming jauntily down 
the street, his hat on one side, a bundle 
under his arm, a little paper bag in his 
hand. Ashe sprang up the steps, he was 
munching briskly and cracking a small 
object between his fingers. 

‘*Land sakes!’’ exclaimed ma, open- 
mouthed. ‘‘What you got in that bag, 
Pa Dambly?’’ 

‘*Peanuts!’’ crowed pa joyously, ifa 
bit indistinctly. ‘‘Ain’t had none for 
three year, and I tell you they’re good, if 
it does go a bit rocky at first!’’ He laid 
the larger package on the table, and turn- 
ing to his wife, stretched his mouth in 
an ecstatic grin, which displayed two 
rows of alabaster perfection. 
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AT THE MATINEE 


JOIN THAT KNITTING MOVEMENT FOR THE SOCKLESS SOLDIERS 

















IN CHURCH 


‘“*I’yve got me some teeth!’’ he explained somewhat needlessly. all at once, of course. Plenty of time! Say, ma, ain’t it fine I got 
“Bill, he sent the money—bless his little old red head, I always my teeth back? Now go for the steak, that’s a good old girl!’’ 
said that boy was all right! He’s sent us twenty-five dollars, ma, Shades of the prison house began to close upon Ma Dambly. 

and his letter said for you and me each to get But as the setting sun lent a pearly-pink radiance to pa’s smile, she 
9 ourselves a nice present. You bet I knew the smiled back loyally at her faithful old mate, even while she sensed 
present I wanted, and I posted right down to Dr. __ the fragrance of the pork chops next door. Slowly she rolled up 
Grim’s, and I told him to gimme a good double her sleeves and answered, in the meek accents of her earlier 
set, if they cost as high as ten dollars, and to fix manner, ‘‘All right, pa!’’ 
*em up quick, for I’d lots of lost time to make up. 
I didn’t tell you when the letter come yesterday, Not every man has his price. Some can’t get theirs. 
for I wanted to surprise you. Here ’tis, and 
here’s the rest of the money for you, all 
but a little marketin’ I done on the way 

Re home. I’m satisfied with my share!’’ 

Ma Dambly, in a delicious flutter over the money and 
the letter, gazed admiringly at her husband, free as yet from 
any fateful arriere pensee. 

**You look real handsome, pa!’’ she assured him, beam- 
ing. ‘‘It fairly takes ten years off of you!’’ Then, as he 
approached the table, somehow a little chill of apprehension 
crept over her. Pa tore the paper from the parcel and dis- 
played his purchases. 

“Kick away the old mush boiler!’’ he shouted. ‘‘Here’s 
real food at last! Looky here, ma—ain’t that the dandy old 
rump steak?’’ Pa gnashed his new teeth in blissful antici- 
pation. ‘‘The butcher, he said it might be some tough; 
but I told him no body’d say so after my wife had give it 
a good, long poundin’ and fried it just so! Here’s onions 
to go with it. And we’ll have my kind of potatoes, fried 
nice and crisp. Of course it’s too late to make pie to-night, 
but you can just do me a good, big pile of griddle cakes and 
leave the pie and doughnuts till morning. Seems like Bride—We' re erecting our garage first, father. If there’s any cash left over 
there’s a million things I want, but you can’t cook ’em perhaps we'll build a home, 
















































































HE SPRING will be here in the wag of an ear, and splen- 

dor and beauty and solace are hers! The winter is gone, 

and we hasten to pawn superfluous clothing and laprobes and 
furs. 

The spring is at hand, and the arable land is calling the 
farmer. ‘‘Get busy!’’ it croons. ‘‘Oh, hitch up your mules 
to your dodgasted tools and sow your tomatoes and spinach 
and prunes!’’ 

The spring is in sight, and ‘‘ My hat is a fright!’’ observes 
Arabella, my excellent wife. ‘‘Oh, a new one I need; this is 
all gone to seed. I simply won’t wear it the rest of my life! 
I saved and I skimped, in old footwear I limped; I’m busy 
retrenching each hour of the day. I tried, so I did, to retrim 
my old lid, and still it’s a horror—such work doesn’t pay !’’ 

The spring, with its bees and its breeze and its trees, will 
bring to my dwelling the iceman, I wist; with his tongs and 
his pail and his small piece of hail, he'll collar the coin that 
the coal dealer missed. He'll boost up the price of his frag- 
ment of ice, because of the war that is harrying France; he’s 
a jolly old soul, and he’ll slope with my roll and bear it away 
in the bust of his pance. 

The spring, oh, the spring, when the doodle birds sing, 
and poets are busy assaulting their harps! It’s then, it is then 
we are touched for the yen, by agents and fakers and all kinds 
of sharps! The breezes of March sort of thaw out the starch 
and make uS so easy, our innocence shines; we fall for the 
tricks of the dealer in bricks and blow in our savings for 
ranches and mines. Then the book agents come with a book 
that is bum and sell us the same on the plunk-a-month plan; 
then for forty-eight years, in our sorrow and tears, we are 
handing our coin to the book-agent man. And the agent for 
trees and the agent for cheese and the agent for this and the 
agent for that—oh, they’re all on the wing at the coming of 
spring, and they get all I have, from my shoes to my hat! 

The spring, she is sprung while the year is yet young; 
the singers all hail her with jubilant cries. All gorgeous her 
clothes, and she brings us the rose, the birds and the chiggers, 
the snakes and the flies. She brings us the rain that refreshes 
the plain; she brings us the rainbow, the roorback and rill. 
Her days and her nights are replete with delights—but every- 
thing costs like old Samuel Hill! 


Pretty Fair Going 
Tim—lI heard Diggs boasting of his descent. 
Tom—So would I if my creditors let me down so easily! 


The Explanation 
HEN Smith entered his office at nine o’clock in the morning, the 
lovely face «f his beautiful stenographer was blazing red. Has. 
tily arising from the dictaphone, the fair one fussed her head into a 
charming turban, handed the boss a slip of paper on which was writ. 
ten, ‘‘I resign,’’ and imperiously beat it for the elevator 

Smith was dumfounded. He was also nonplused. The thing was 
inexplicable. Finally he came to, and a minute later he was telling 
it to his friend Jones ‘n the next suite of offices. 

‘‘Say, old man,’’ suddenly remarked Jones, as a light of under. 
standing floated over his features, ‘‘weren’t you dictating some jim. 
portant letters when I stopped in your office late last night?’’ 

**Yes,’’ answered Smith. 

‘‘And didn’t you pause in the dictation to tell me a rather glad 
story that you had heard at a smoker?’’ 

**Yes,’’ smiled Smith; ‘*but’’—— 

‘*That’s it,’’ declared Jones. ‘‘ During its recital you must have 


forgotten to turn off the dictaphone.”’ —John H. Naylor, 


We abuse those we love, because no one else will stand for it. 
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INCREDIBLE 

** Eh? What’s that, little girl?’’ 
** Please, sir, 1 was just tellin’ Woodrow that once you was nothin’ but @ 
infant like he is.’’ 






































THE ETERNAL FEMININE m 


She—Are we going to have tea at the club house? 


SITTING UP WITH A 


FURNACE 


By HOMER CROY 


4é—T’S AS simple as a clothespin,’’ said 

the hardware man, as he finished put- 

ting in our furnace. ‘‘You’ll never have 
<= any trouble with it.’’ 

So the first time I 
fired it up, trouble began. 

Some days its deport- 
ment is perfect, but other 
days—especially cold 
ones —it lapses into 
moods. When the weather 
is warm and balmy, it is 
jovial and good-natured; 
but as soon as the mercury crawls down 
into the bulb without leaving its address, 
our furnace gets fretful and wants somebody 
to be with it every minute. The moment 
it hears me get into bed, it begins to get 
restless. 

Many a time I have known it to watch 
and wait all through the long evening, hour 
after hour, until I got my shoes off, before 
it showed a sign of uneasiness. Just as I 
spitefully decide to let it die, Mae says, ‘‘I 
think it is about out, dearest,’’ and so I 
have to take the hint. 

The shovel is always sneaking over into 
the corner and secreting itself. I have 





never actually seen it tiptoeing over and 
crawling under a pile of boards, but just the 


same I can leave it hanging on the wall and 
come back a few hours later to find it 
chuckling under the kindling. 

I am never able to start a fire in our fur- 
nace without getting coal dust all over me. 
Often I make up my mind to attend to the 
wants of our furnace without bringing any 
coal dust back in my ear, and handle the 
shovel as though it was a major operation; 
but when I get back to the mirror, I look as 
if I should be called Mr. Bones. 

After getting back from a trip to the 
basement, I have to go into my ears with a 
towel and do some light housework. 

Even though you do appreciate your fur- 
nace, you can’t help wishing sometimes 
that it, like your baby, didn’t demand quite 
so much attention. 


Tough 
Said a maiden, in tone surely rough, 
To her dancing mate, ‘‘I’ve had enough 
Of this number with you, 
And I’m certainly through! 
When you glide, all you do is to scough!”’ 


An Awful Souse 


**Do you feel certain the defendant was 
intoxicated?’’ 


“*Well, I’ll tell you. He carried home 


| heard you send for the caddy, 


one of those sidewalk coal-hole tops with 
circular corrugations and tried to play it on 
his phonograph. 
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WAR TIMES 
** Sure we c’n git married dis year! Why do you 
always look on de dark side o’ things? ’’ 








Modern Beau to Modern Belle 
AM SADLY perplexed, I confess: 
The vaudeville show, you are sure, 
With its nude-ankled girls, is impure; 

But you on the shore 





I, V9 will wear less— 
\ / A costume you're dainty 
and trim in, 
( +. oa 4) Too pretty and precious 
to swim in; 
Cc le Y) And chaperons, mothers 








frocks at the ball. 


if a and all 
us ‘ Are confessed by their 









You say the stage dance is indecent— -_ 
Your sweet smile sours as you view it; i916 ROADLOUSE 
TWE MOST ? PALATIAL CAR. 

FOR. THE MONEY 





But the maids dance alone who trip 
through it. 
But the women who romp in these recent 
Mad revels rampant and chaotic, 
Timed to every motion erotic 
Of the native love dances, their hands 
Clasp a partner—and he understands! 
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You sing me the popular airs— 
If I said the things they recite 
Or attempted the things they invite, IF HISTORY SHOULD REPEAT ITSELF, AND NOAH’S ARK WERE TO BE USED TO-DAY 

Your father would kick me downstairs. 











And the ears need a wash of carbolic a , 

That hear—yet you sing them in frolic, The Chief Problem Overcome To Dan Cupid 

And, of course, your young lips must be *‘I’'ve taken the most important step to- De DAN—Where are you nowadays? 
clean ; ward building a fashionable apartment We used to like your sportive ways, 

But I wonder just what you can mean. house.”’ When with your darts and little bow 


— a ‘Let the contract, have you?”’ You took pot-shots at high and low! 
I'm your lover and not your censor. “No. I've selected a fancy name for the We even took it in good part 
But to be an innocent fencer building.’”’ Though now and then a flying dart 
With the devil’s a difficult art; Struck stinging home. ’Twas pleasant when 
And to dress in sin’s clothes just for show Two Classes of Art The tiny wound was healed again. 
Is a new thing. I'm awkward, I know. 
Be patient and pardon me, pray, 
If I sometimes forget it is play. 


‘*Works of art are divided,’’ said the in- But now the arrows are so rare 
curable punster, ‘‘into two classes: The That once seemed flying everywhere! 
ae Perhaps you need to-day, my son, 
A modern rapid-fire gun. 


—Stokeley S. Fisher. chromos and the Corot-mos. 











The times are changed. No longer slow, 
Our youth are never still, you know. 
So if you’d add hearts to your string, 
You'll have to hit them on the wing! 


But whether bow or gun you wield, 
We hope to see you take the field, 
For life is rather dull and gray 
Without you and your sportive play. 





When you your mother Venus see, 
With kindly words remember me; 
And while this mortal life endures, 
I'll sign myself, sincerely yours. 
—Tudor Jenks. 


His Strange Notion 

‘*My nephew, Wadley Weams, has a 
queer theory,’’ grumbled the old codger. 
‘*He’ll argue by the hour that by the 
exercise of kindness and patience a hired 
man can be tamed and domesticated, so i 
that he will become of real assistance on 
the farm!’’ | 


All There 


‘*She talks like a book.’’ 
“‘Yes, the volume of her speech is 

















*“ I think your husband dresses so nicely and quietly.’’ 
** Really ? You should hear him when he loses a collar button! "’ truly wonderful !’’ 
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rE SHALL not quarrel, of course. That is a barbarism. 
A suggestion of re- 


survival from the age of the club. 


version to cave habit. We’ve got beyond that, I hope, Thais, you 


and I,’’ said Gundan. 


“Yes. Yet we may have a difference of opinion, may we not?’’ 


The sculptor’s wife looked up with a smile. 


‘“‘Of course. But we can’t mix matrimony and art, my dear.’ 


**But we used to mix matrimony and art.”’ 


‘“‘In a way, yes. Art has its elementals, as life has. 
younger. We were subjects of an enthusiasm which never survives 


years and experience.’’ 


‘But should not enthusiasm always be present in art?’’ 
“Of a certain sort, yes. But our enthusiasm was’’—— 


**Just love, eh?’’ 


‘Based upon that. What were we—you and I—that we should 
have been staid and sober during a honeymoon?’’ 
“‘During our honeymoon. And what are we, you mean, that 


we should still be as foolish as we were then!’’ 


‘Essentially that. We are older. We have improved—both 


of us. I am a better artist.’’ 
‘‘And I am a better cook!’’ 


“‘Ah!’’ said Gundan, putting a fresh match to his pipe, ‘‘how 
much better! In your function you have improved more notably 


than I have!’ 
‘In one of my functions, you mean, dear.’ 











‘*Yes. Your chief function. For what greater ambition could 
a woman have—a married woman who loves her mate, as I assume 
you love me’’—-— 

‘*Have you ever doubted it?’’ 

‘‘If I had, you would have known. As I say, what greater 
ambition could you have than to keep my stomach—and thus my 
mentality—sane? If you had not greatly improved as a cook, I 
should now be a dyspeptic, if I had not’’—— 

‘*Which would have been fatal to your art.’’ 

‘*Yes. But I was about to add something. And not being 
mentally responsible or emotionally sound, I might have looked 





about for another wife. 

Thais started, and her smile vanished. ‘‘And yet you have had 
more than one other model since I’’—— 

‘‘Since our honeymoon? Why not?’’ 

‘‘But I could have found time from domestic duty.’”’ 

‘‘Ignoring certain other facts, don’t you know, my dear, that 
art gains inspiration from more than one figure, from more than 
one landscape?’’ 

‘Did you ever have a handsomer model than I was when I stood 
for your Psyche?”’ 

‘‘None so handsome. Believe me. But’’—— 

‘‘Coming back to one of the other facts which you ignored: I 
am no longer a proper figure to pose as Psyche. I presume that 
is what you were about to say in your artistic candor. I must 
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admit that Iam no longer sylphlike. And 
you no longer affect the classics.’’ 

‘*The classics are dead. Or rather the 
classic manner is dead, 
The classics may come back 
in the new manner. But 
the single conception no 
longer obtains in art. The 
figure or the picture must 
suggest ideas that relate.’’ 

**Then I can never pose 
again for you?’’ 

**You would pose again? 
For what?’’ 

**Yes, before I finally de- 
vote myself to the art of which the kitchen 
Have I not a figure 








range is the medium. 
for Minerva?’’ 

Gundan,puffed upon his pipe, but it was 
out. In his enthusiasm he didn’t note the 
detail. ‘‘An idea!’’ he cried. ‘‘I shall 
revive the classics in the new manner! 
Minerva you shall be!’’ 

**But is not Minerva too complex in sug- 
gestion for the new school?’’ 

**There lies the achievement, my decar 
Thais. My Minerva—you—shall suggest 
poetry, the arts and sciences, the domestic 
vocations !’’ 

**The domestic surely. But one question. 
I was about to ask it at first. The model 
with whom you have been working of late 
is a very handsome woman. Oh, I have 
observed her, coming and going!’’ 

** Jealousy?’’ 


**Perhaps. Does she look like that to 


you?’’ Thais pointed at a Cubist bust on a 


pedestal. 
**Exactly, my dear. 
“Then it is not jealousy.”’ 
and kissed Gundan. 


luncheon?’’ 


His Preference 


**I may hurt your feelings, but I am go- 
ing to tell you the plain truth, and’’ 
**Good-day !’’ interrupted J. Fuller Gloom. 


‘*T never listen to anything but 
compliments. ”’ 


Very Dear 

Wear the dresses you will; 

You are dear in them all. 
Though they torture you, still 
Wear the dresses you will! 
Whatever the bill, 

It is no use to brawl— 
Wear the dresses you will! 

You are dear in them all! 


What She Looked Like 


“Did you see that hussy who 
sued our son for ‘breach of 
promise?’’ 

**T did.’’ 

**What did she look like?’’ 

**She looked to me like a son- 
kist lemon.’’ 


Don’t shoot the war corre- 
spondent. He is doing his best. 


Exactly.’ 
Thais rose 
**Would you like a 
steak d’agneau de serre, Chateaubriand, for 

















THE DREAM—AFTER THE MOVIES 


One Way Only 


bag | ALWAYS pay as I go,’’ remarked the 


careful individual. 


mere man. 


The Provident Duffer 
Patron—I want some fish balls. 
Dealer—W hat for? 


them to drive at the water hazards. 














Mr. Golitely—I gave you that twenty dollars to spend on gro- 
ceries. 


You can’t eat that hat! 
Mrs. Golitelye~No! but [ can feast my eyes on it! 











‘Lots of fellows do that who don’t save 
enough to pay their way back,’’ added the 


Patron—I'm going out golfing, and I want 





Gonhadade Rey as 
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THE CHILDISH APPETITE 


‘* Mother, seein’ this is my birthday, I fink ye might let 
me eat somethin’ ’at’s bad fer me.’’ 


THE BEANFUGLES AT THE MOVIES 


By ARTHUR CHAPMAN 
NFORTUNATELY Colonel and Mrs. Beanfugle 
had dropped in at a moving-picture performance 
just before the climax of the last act of a thrilling 
Western drama in two reels. Then the lights went 
up, and the intermission was on. 

**Just our luck to get in here at the wrong time,”’ 
sniffed Mrs. Beanfugle. ‘‘We’ve seen that cowboy 
throw the villain over the cliff to the rattlesnakes, but 
now we’ve got to sit through a three-reel sea story 
and two split-reel comedies and a travel scene be- 
fore we can find out what the unfortunate man did 
before he was converted into snake food.’’ 

“‘Oh, well, what’s the difference?’’ said the colonel. 
“T like those things just as well when I begin in the 
middle and then go all the way round the circuit be- 
fore I get the start of a piay.”’ 

“That shows how you and your whole sex have 


R 


OCODILE TEARS 
been bluffing all the time!’’ exclaimed Mrs. Beanfugle smiling triumphantly. 

‘*In what way?’’ asked the colonel dubiously. 

‘‘Why, in accusing women of being the only ones who like to begin their sto- 
ries in the middle and read to the end and then jump back to the first chapter 
and read to the middle. That accusation has been hurled at us ever since there 
have been any novels. Men have claimed that they always began stories in the 
beginning and read them religiously through to the end, but we women—the 
unstable, flighty female sex—have persisted in reading stories backward and both 
ways from the middle and every way but the right way.’’ 

The colonel settled glumly into his seat. 

‘*But now what do we find?’’ continued Mrs. Beanfugle, with a rising note of 
triumph in her voice. ‘‘Here are you men drifting into these moving-picture 
shows at any old time and admitting you like the patchwork effect of it 
all. You come in long after the preliminaries, preludes and preambles are out 
of the way. You haven’t the haziest idea what has gone before. You don’t know 
why the villain hates the hero, and why the heroine’s father is 
planning to ship her hastily to the South Seas in order to save 
her life from Black Handers. You don’t know why the poor 
girl who works in a dynamite factory pauses just before starting 
from her humble cabin and says, in twelve-inch letters on the 
screen, ‘I don’t know why I dread to go to work this morning.’ 
You don’t know any of these things, and yet you are just as se- 
renely contented as the woman who has begun a novel in the 
seventeenth chapter.’’ 

** Aw, shucks!’’ said the colonel. ‘‘ Please be logical. 
a lot of difference in movies and books.’’ 

‘‘Technicalities again—mere technicalities,’’ said Mrs. Bean- 
fugle hotly. ‘‘But that flimsy refuge avails you men no longer, 
now that our sex is turning the searchlight of truth on your real 
characters. Asa matter of fact, you are even more curious 
than women to know what is to be the ending of any kind 
of a story. I believe you prefer to drop in at these 
moving-picture places right in the middle of a play. Your 
very lack of curiosity as to the causes that led to that un- 
fortunate young man being fed to the serpents would tend 
to prove my theory.”’ 

‘*Why not open a theater for men and produce plays 
that are begun in the middle?’’ 

‘*Well, it would draw crowds, and there’d be money 
in it,’’ snapped Mrs. Beanfugle, as the lights 
went down and the intermission ended. 


The First Shall Be Last 


Miss Gushington—I think your novel has a 
perfect ending, Mr. Scribbler. 

Scribbler—How do you like the 
opening chapter? 

Miss Gushington —Oh, I have 
not come to that yet! 


There’s 








Three-quarters of some men’s 
time is devoted to explaining 
what they said before. 
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THE DEAR THINGS! WHAT THEY HAVE WORN, AND WHAT THEY ARE WEARING 

















Among the Owls 
HE WOODS are very full of owls, 
Which—on my word ’tis true !— 
Whene’er an honest stranger prowls, 
Hoot softly, ‘Who? Who? Who?’’ 


It is a weird, uncanny sound 
And gives the timid fright. 

They’re here and there and all around; 
You hear them day and night! 


They peer with wide, unblinking eyes be 


And watch you as you roam; 
But all their sage looks, to the wise, 
Mean just, ‘‘ Nobody home.’’ 


My notion (hear that hooting dim?) 
Of nothing much to do 
Is to be an owl upon a limb 
And burble, ‘‘Who? Who? Who?’’ 
—R. C. McElravy. 


Looking Backward 
6¢ AH! HOWtime flies!’’ tritely but 

feelingly remarked J. Fuller 
Gloom, the practical pessimist. ‘‘It 
seems but yesterday that I was a spin- 
die-necked young fellow and intensely 
proud of my personal appearance. But 
now, gazing through the mists of years 
at a faded portrait of myself, taken posing 
beside such an ornate chair as never existed 
outside of a throne room or a photograph 
gallery and frowning ominously in my 
efforts to hold my knees together, so that 
the sad fact that I was bow-legged might 
not be revealed to the world, I wonder 
why. 

“I recollect that when Sundays and holi- 
days came I never felt properly dressed up 
unless my boots were so tight that they 
nearly killed me. Nowadays I prefer com- 


‘ . 
* Pardon me, sir. 
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fort to style, and always have a grand row 
with the clerk who tries to sell me shoes 
that are not so large that I can fold up my 
feet in them. Of yore I didn’t care how 
they felt if they looked good; now I don’t 
give a thought to their appearance if they 


feel good. Eh-yah! How time flies!’’ 
—Tom P. Morgan 


A Poultry-Yard Tragedy 


There was a young guinea named Skuinea, 
Who slept in a draft—why, the nuinea!— 
In the morning, of course, 
The poor bird was so hoarse 
That his cackle resembled a whuinea. 





Can I sell you my ‘ Easy Guide to Love, Courtship and Marriage’ ?’’ 









A Disgraceful Orgy 
HEY called it a ‘‘temperance banquet’’ 
—but who was deceived? 

Just because only ‘‘soft drinks’’ were 
supposed to be served, they had the assur- 
ance to designate it thus! 

Cravens! 

What did they know about machinery? 

The onions were pickled. 

The potatoes were stewed to the eyes. 

The coffee was in its cups. 

The candles were all lit up. 

The mince pie was groggy. 

Each bread plate had a bun on. 

Every steel knife had an edge. 

The cracked tumbler had had one drop 
too much before it was brought in. 

The saltcellars were full. 

The blooms with which the table was dec- 
orated had been out all night. 

Even the ice water was drunk before the 
evening was over. 

And the vinegar—oh, mother! 

In fact, all the food and drink was on the 
downward road. —Strickland Gillilan. 


It’s Being Heard Every Day 

** And what,’’ asked the curiously inclined 
new arrival, ‘‘is the remark made by human 
beings that moves you oftenest to hearty 
laughter?’’ 

Satan answered promptly, 

**It’s the stereotyped remark of the debt- 
or, ‘Oh, if I ever get out of debt this time, 
I’ll never get in again!’ ”’ 


Full Value Received 


My, my! How little Anna’s changed! 
Full now her form which once was frail. 
There’re those who hint behind their palms 
That little Anna ‘‘bought a bale’’! 








6(@THE WISDOM OF FATHER BROWN,” 

by Gilbert K. Chesterton. It was 
one of those beautiful and full days in Feb- 
ruary, when the lightness of the light and 
the airiness of the air are so pervasive that 
none but the most chronic pessimist would 
have remained indoors, even though the lin 
ing of the one cloud in the sky might have 
been not real but only German silver. 
Otherwise, there were no signs of rain or 
Zeppelins, except an umbrella, which was 
being carried by a little, stout man, who 
was further distinguished from the pedes- 
trians on a certain street in New York 
City by a black hat with a 
crown. Hisex-criminal friend, Flam- 
beau, could have told anybody that the 
man was Father Brown, and that the 
hat and umbrella were as indispens- 


round 


able to the priest-detective as a cap 
and pipe were to Sherlock Holmes. 
Father Brown's little, round face 
was impassive. It remained soas he 
entered a certain apartment 
ascended in the elevator and rang at 
the door of 7P. Almost at once it 
was opened by a French cook. She 
herself, and Father Brown 
As he did so, 


house, 


crossed 
crossed the threshold. 
he asked, ‘‘Am I to administer the 
last rites or an estate?’’ 

**Too late for one and too soon for 
It is Monsieur 
I know it, 


the other, mon pere. 
Mountsier He is dead 
because not a sound has been heard 
from him for four hours. I called 
you, as he carried a book with your 
picture on the outside when he went 
into the library 

**Julia,’’ Father Brown, ‘‘I 
suggest that you prepare a good din 
ner for two, to be ready in an hour. 


said 


Your 
patron will reach the last ‘The 
Wisdom of Father Brown’ in that time and 
will be as hungry as I am going to be 
Don't disturb him; I'll wait and meditate.’’ 


page of 


67P HE VOICE IN THE FOG,"’ by Har 
old MacGrath. The voice in the 
fog belonged to a young Englishman, a 


string of emeralds to the daughter of an 
American millionaire. But the emeralds 
are not real, nor are the American girl and 
the Englishman. Mr. 


MacGrath himself 


P 
in ¢ Sente 

says they are not, and to show you that it is 
he who is doing it all, he confronts you 
with his ‘*‘I’’ while he holds the hand of the 


long arm of coincidence. 


sé HE GOOD SOLDIER,”’ by Ford Madox 

Hueffer. The author characterizes 
this novel as ‘‘the saddest story.’’ The 
reader who can throttle down his sense of 
humor to one piece of fun drawn out to 294 
pages will look with different eyes upon the 
passionate and the pure as represented in 
fiction and here burlesqued. 





Aus MONT QOWERY Face 


GILBERT K. CHESTERTON 
6¢/PREITSCHKE,”’ by Adolf Hausrath. 

In this volume a study of Treitschke’s 
life and work by an admiring friend is cou- 
pled with translations setting forth his doc- 
trine of German destiny and of international 
relations. The importance of considering 
Treitschke as one of the causes of the pres- 
ent war is emphasized by George Haven 
Putnam in a pithy foreword. 


os ae POPPIES,’’ by Margarete Miinster- 
berg. Peter, popular portrait paint- 
er, portrays poppies and playmate in a per- 
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Between Covops 


By ROBERT MOUNTSIER 
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fect picture pulsating with pure passion, In 
other letters, without minding our ps, Mar- 
garete Miinsterberg, Hugo’s daughter and 
Otto's niece, has written a_pretty-pretty 
love story that is neutral except for the 
praise bestowed upon Miinchen—no, not 
beer, but art. 


SHPOUNG EARNEST,”’ by Gilbert Can- 

nan. The importance of being ear- 
nest in love may be carried to extremes, 
In this case the extremes are a German girl 
of money, a London factory girl of body, 
and Cathleen, whose beauty and tem- 
perament anchor young, earnest René 
Fourmy. The book is filling, but 
nevertheless it leaves a void. 

1) 

T3 N SUNSET HIGHWAYS,”’ by 

Thomas D. Murphy. Here in 
word and picture is California the 
Golden. The gold to be found there 
this year is not the gold the forty- 
niners went after, but that which the 
fourteeners take. In exchange for it 
they get the Golden Gate, oranges, 
grapes and Nature in other forms. 
This volume will be especially useful 
to motorists. 


67THE RAGGED MESSENGER,” 

by W. B. Maxwell. A round 
trip to hell from one of its suburbs, 
the East End of London, with a reli- 
gious fanatic as guide. The fare is 
$1.35, and even though the trip was 
first made ten years ago, it is still 
worth the money. 


6¢7THE SECRET OF THE REEF,” 

by Harold Bindloss. A typical 
Bindloss story, with brave men fight- 
ing bad men and the elements with a goodly 
supply of muscles and brains, while a beau- 
tiful girl waits in the offing as a prize. This 
time it’s gold in a sunken ship, and the 
water is terribly cold. 

} 

ééEQ.AIR HAVEN AND FOUL STRAND,” 

by August Strindberg. Stories pre- 
senting Strindberg’s philosophy of (married) 
life. Don’t let the word ‘‘philosophy’’ keep 
you from reading them, and don’t let Strind- 
berg keep you from getting married—if you 
are a modern man. 
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Curbside Comments 


By OREOLA W. HASKELL 


Aunt Betsey on Suffrage 
Peaks and Plains 

HILST I was feeding the hens a hour 
W ago, who should come rushing into 
our yard but Miss Bascom’s Bill. He's jest 
plain boy, long pantsed recently and high 

schooled. 
‘*Aunt Betsey,’ 
“we've got a debate on fur next week to 
I’m 


says he, kinder hurried, 


our school club on wimmen’s suffrage. 
on the affirmative side, but some of the ar- 
gyments kinder stumps me, so I thought 
I'd jest drop round and ask you to talk 
to me fur ten minutes or so and tell 
me the hull thing.’ 

‘*The hull thing,’’ 


I asks, gasping, 
“in ten minutes? When 
been talking fur over sixty years and 
ain’t said all they isto say yit. You 
must think me a genius’’ 

“There, that 
p’int,’’ says he. 
at women and at men—one has per- 
duced geniuses and the other ain’t. 
Compare Shakespeare’’—— 

‘‘With the averidge woman,’’ says I, 
sarcastic. ‘‘That’s the way they do. 
Pick out a mountain peak of a man and 
line him up side of a woman flat like a 
plain. Well, jest tell ’em that 
ain't fair. Tell ’em to jest compare 
John Smith with Shakespeare and see 
if he'll look any better than the woman. 
Yet that ain’t held agin him in voting. 
If peaks and plains was to be compared, 
we wimmen could do it, too. I ain’t 
going to speak of our mountains of the 
past, like Joan of Arc, Elizabeth Brown- 
ing, Queen Elizabeth, Florence Night- 
ingale and Rosie Bonheur. No, I won’t 
even mention ’em; but s’pose I should 
pick out a peak towering out of the 
plain of womanhood to-day, like Miss 
Carrie Chapman Catt—the president of the 
sassiety which takes in suffrage wimmen of 
all countries. Well, she kin talk in several 
langwidges, lectur and orate and write and 
execute things something wonderful, like 
forming and running big organizations. 
Wouldn’t she make Joe Johnson the butcher 
seem kinder no account? But the way, Bill, 
is to compare the gineral run of men with 


wimmen’s 





reminds me of one 
‘Now, they say, look 


you 


the gineral run of wimmen, and if the 
wimmen ain’t so all-fired intellectual, the 
men’s brains ain’t running away with them, 
either. Both, though, has experiences of life 
and interests that we got to notice, and if 
one’s good enough fur voting, so’s t’other. 
So jest you cut out the peaks folks and 
stick to the plains people, and tell ’em vot- 
ing in this country was invented fur the 
mass and not fur exceptions.’’ And then I 
added suddintly, ‘‘And just ask ’em, too, if 
men alone could perduce geniuses. Strikes 
me wimmen had something to do with even 
the Shakespeares.”’ 


, 
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Suffrage Snapshots 
By IDA HUSTED HARPER 


ITTLE by little the modern woman is 
learning to get on without any help 
from man. The president of Western Re- 
serve University, Ohio, has announced that 
henceforth it will be perfectly proper for 
girls to do their own swearing. Lucky 





women didn’t get the suffrage in that State 
last fall, or it would have been held ac- 
countable. 


It’s all right for the Kansas Legislature 
to have a woman sergeant-at-arms, but it 
seems as if her name ought not to be 
‘‘Effie.’’ By the way, what does the ser- 
geant have to do with her arms? 

Q 

That dull thud which was heard in the 
direction of Springfield, Ill., was Senator 
Shaw, of Decatur, being dropped from his 
committee chairmanships, 
presented a_ resolution 
woman-suffrage law. 

J 

At the recent suffrage debate in Con- 
gress a great deal was said about wom- 
en ‘‘trailing their skirts in the mire of 
politics’’ by some of the before-the-war 
members. Evidently the old gentlemen 
hadn't learned that trailing skirts went 
out of fashion years ago, and now the 
men can’t make the political mud deep 
enough to touch the hem of the up-to- 
date dresses. 


because he 
to repeal the 


At the suffrage hearing before the 
Massachusetts Legislature, the antis 
evidently got their Irish up, as Molly 
Maguire called equal suffrage ‘‘ the most 
deadly menace that ever faced the 
State,’’ and Joseph Murphy said, ‘‘I am 
one of a family of fourteen children, 
and my mother didn’t need any vote to 
do it.’’ Perhaps it wouldn’t have been 
safe, as she was such a ‘‘repeater’’; 
but Pa Murphy’s chest must have 
swelled with pride when he went to the 
polls on election morning and repre- 
sented sixteen people with one ballot. 


Outside of the South only two States 
voted solidly against the woman-suf- 
frage amendment in the lower House of 
Congress—Vermont and Delaware. Please 
excuse them, they’re such little ones. 


At the next registration in Montana after 
women were enfranchised, there was a 
sprinting match to see who would be en- 
rolled jirst; but, sad to relate, it was won 
by the two ladies of the anti-suffrage 
movement. 
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A Delicate Hint 


Fremder (der das Museum besichtigt hat)—Die 
Annahme von Trinkgeldern ist Ihnen streng unter 
sagt, wie ich hier lese? 

Aufseher—Jawoll; (vertraulich) aber wir sind ja 
entre nous, mein Herr! 

Stranger (visiting the museum)—I see by 
the notice that accepting tips is strictly 
forbidden. 

Attendant—Surely, sir, surely! (Con- 
fidentially) But aren’t we alone?—Fliegende 
Blaetter (Munich). 





** Special ’’ Etiquette 
Mrs. Bec—I think it was perfectly hate- 
ful of Grace to send Lady Copperthwaite in 
to dinner before me, when she knows Sir 
John is only a sergeant, and my George is a 
sub-inspector !— Punch (London). 








Problem 


“Ecrivez. Probléme: le froid de ces temps dern- 
iers provient des taches du soleil. Une tache a 28,- 
400,000 métres carrés; calculer ce qu'il faudrait de 
litres de benzine pour l'enlever.” 


*“‘Write. Problem: The cold weather 
we have had lately is caused by sun spots. 
One spot has an aera of 28,400,000 square 
meters. Calculate how many liters of ben- 
zine would be required to remove it.’’— 
L’ Illustration (Paris). 


Good Intentions 


Debtor—I want to pay that little bill of 
yours. 

Creditor—Thank you, sir; thank you. 

Debtor—But I can’t.—Globe (London). 

















“Boze, boze, uz aby se snes! dolu.” 

« te 

Proc pak ? 

mn - 

; Je to muj muz. 

‘Pak ovsem chapu. Mate o nej strach.” 

‘I to ne, ale mam jit platit modistce dcef a on mi 
zapomne!l dat penize.” 


‘Oh, Lord! I wish he would come down 
soon!’ 

“Why?” 

**It is my husband.’’ 

**Now I understand. 
about him.’’ 

‘‘Oh, no! but I have to pay the dress- 
maker’s bill, and he forgot to leave money 
at home.’’—Humoristicke Listy (Prague). 


You are worried 
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Better Not Interrupt 
“Was sagen Sie, vor acht Tagen ging Thre Frau 
mit dem Chauffeur durch und heute kehrte schon 
wieder reumiitig.” 
“Die Arme zu Ihnen zuriick !" 
“Nein, nur der Chauffeuri” 


‘*You don’t say so! A week ago your 
wife eloped with your chauffeur, and to-day 
there repentantly returned’’ 

‘*The poor woman?”’ 

‘““No; only the chauffeur.’’ — Fliegende 
Blaetter (Munich). 


Perishable News 
English newsie (selling extras) — Better 
’ave one and read_about it now, sir; it 
might be contradicted in the morning.— 
Punch (London). 


The Landlady’s Error 

Boarder—I found something in my bed- 
room last night, madam, and 

Landlady (indignantly )}—There’s no such 
thing in the house! You must have brought 
it in with you! 

Boarder—Ah, perhaps I did—it was a 
sovereign !—Liverpool Mercury. 




















Overheard at Scarborough after the Raid 

Nervous resident—Could you—er—change 
my flat on the top floor for one in the—er 
—basement?—Bystander (London). 
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From a ‘Sinner’s Diary 

ONDAY—The clothes are flopping on 
M the line like a flock of wild geese. 
prother took his auto to pieces. He thinks 
maybe there is something wrong with the 

s. 

0 SDAY—My pa cuts weeds every min- 
ute. If he had his way, the Lord wouldn’t 
have even a dock or a dandelion left for a 
souvenir. Brother took his auto to pieces. 
He thinks maybe the magneto is out of 


balance. : 

WEDNESDAY—Rained down the stove- 
pipe, and the soot spattered all over the 
books. I wasn’t expecting it, or I’d had 
the borrowed ones on top, not my own. 
Brother took his auto to pieces. . He thinks 
maybe he has a leaky radiator. 

THURSDAY—I was in my home paper 
to-day, with only a cough balsam between 
me and the W. C. T. U. Brother took his 
auto to pieces. He thinks maybe there’s 
some water in the carbureter. 

FRIDAY—The dog has had two spells 
and fell over. My soul! I hope we won’t 
lose that dawg! Maybe I’m making him 
too rich rainwater johnny cakes. Brother 
took his auto te pieces. He thinks maybe 
the batteries are exhausted. 

SATURDAY—Little sister moves her set- 
ting hens where she wants to, puts ’em on 
eggs and turns a crate over ’em. It seems 
about the best way to break ’em up that 
I’ve ever seen tried. Brother took his auto 
to pieces. He thinks maybe the vibrator is 
stuck. 

SUNDAY—My aunt has been here, rum- 
maging the old family Bible to find out the 
age of her sisters. They’re both dead, and 
she wants to lay one of ’em in a lie. 
Brother tried his auto. It still stops when 
it sees a hill. —Lynette Freemire. 

Egg View Notes 
AVING made up his mind to do dental 
work, Doc Wade will pull teeth when- 
ever Erny Neff’s barber chair ain’t busy. 

Feeling almost certain that Egg View and 
vicinity will be visited quite often by rich 
and stylish big city folks during the coming 
summer, Lem Bushnell filled out and quickly 
posted a mail-order outing-suit exact-meas- 
urement blank, the first of the week, not 
forgetting to include the months and days, 
where it asked him what his age was. 

Ote Gimber is as long eating an oyster as 
he is a fish, being very much afraid of swal- 
lowing a pearl. 

Just because Corny Paine came from the 
cider mill Wednesday evening with the in- 
formation that where he was raised the mos- 
quitoes were so big that chicken wire was 
used for window screens is no sign that he’s 
not the best weather prophet in this neigh- 
borhood. For several years he has looked 
ahead and told that it would storm either 
before or after a certain date and has hit it 
every time. 


—Leslie Van Every. 





Wine Jelly when flavored with Abbott’s Bitters is made 
more delirhtful and healthful. Sample of bitters by mail, 
in stamps. ‘. W. Abbott & Co.. Baltimore, Md. (ADV.) 

















EGYPTIAN 


Tlasn End or Cork’ Tip 





other cigarelle 





Makers of the Hi Highest Grade Turkish 
and Fayplan Cigareatesin the World 
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“The Utmost in Ci garetles” : 


_ People of culture,refine- 
mont and education iwariably 
PREFER Deities to any 
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A Month 


50 The master- 


au = piece of watch 
manufacture—adjusted to 
the second, positions, tem- 
perature and isochronism. Encased 
at the factory into your choice of 
the exquisite new watch cases, 


19 Jewel 


All sizes for both Burl ington 


men and women. The great Burlington Watch sent on 
simple request. Pay at the rate of $2.50 a month. You get the 
watch at the same price even the wholesale jeweler must pay. 


Write Today for Free Watch Book ..229,022%7¢ 


= Festragens 
of all the newest designs in watches that .yea have to choose from, 
ame and address on a postcard is enough. Get this oler ‘while lo It taste. 


Watch 19th St. & Marshall Blvd. 2472 





















SEXOLOGY 


by William H. Walling, A.M., M.D. 


imparts in a clear wholesome 
way, in one volume : 


Knowledge a Young Man Should Have. 
Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have. 
Knowledge a Father Should Have. 
Knowledge a Father Should Impart to His Son 
Medical Reowledge a Husband Should Have. 
Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have. 
Knowledge a Young Wife Should Have. 
Knowledge a Mother Should Have. 
Knowledge a Mother Should Impart to Her Daughter 
Medical Knowledge a Wife Should Have. 


Other People’s Opinions” and Table of Contents, 


Allin one volume, 
Mlustrated. 
$2.00 postpaid, 


Write for “* 


PURITAN PUB. CO., 792 Perry Building, PHILA., PA, 



















Ink Pencil: 


RED OR BLACK 
Inexpensive and Durable. Unequalled for general writing - 
ONLY Nor-Leakable moderate price INK PEN 


Clmad 
ORDER EXTRA SIZE ant. ; =) 


wouenon 
TODAY 
RR SENTS 
RITORY OPEN 
.: THAMES ST. 
*NEW voRK 
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We will send you two card tricks, very 
perplexing to onlookers, yet anyone can do 
them. Also two booklets showi ms over 10c 

° 


100 different Magic Tricks. All for..... 
THE MAGIC SHOP, 20 North 13th Street, Phila., Pa. 


LULAULYU 








BROADWAY, 66th and 67th STREETS 3 


absolutely fireproof, within ten 


shops and theatres. 


‘er Day Upward. 











HOTEL MARIE ANTOINETTE 


SITUATED in the most convenient location in town. 
minutes’ 


Convenient to Pennsylvania and Grand Central Depots. 


Rooms with Running Water, $1.50 Per Day Upward. 
Suites, $4.00 Per Day Upward. 


RESTAURANT OF UNUSUAL EXCELLENCE 


- o - o- 
o ry rs - 


NEW YORK CITY 


Modern in every detail, 


of the leading department stores, 


Rooms, with Bath, $2.00 


H. STANLEY GREEN, Manager 
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April 26, 1820 


Captain Tappan is back from a voy- 
age with many wonderful tales to tell, 
He brought with him some strange 
liquors, but agrees with me that there 
is nothing so excellent as 


Old Overholt Rye 


“Same for 100 years” 

The verdict of those who 
have made comparisons is al- 
ways the same as that of Capt. 
Tappan. With a flavor and Zo 
boquet exceedingly pleasant and 
a uniform quality, Old Overholt 
is always in the lead. Aged in 
the wood, bottled in bond. 


A. Overholt & Co.,Pittsburgh, Pa. 








: ‘po be had at ion | 
= good place where 
accommodation is 
made for travellers. 


= . i J R K 
| I The World's Best Table Water” 
Preserves your 


health in every 
climate, 


From the famous 
White Rock Mineral 
Springs, Waukesha, Wis, 
Office, 100 Broadway, N. Y, 


‘Pears’ 


Pears’ Soap makes white 
hands, gives clear skin and 
imparts freshness to the com- 
plexion. 

A cake of Pears’ is a cake 
of comfort. 


Comfort by the cake or in boxes. 


FOR MEN OF BRAINS 


IGARS 


























“MADE AT KEY WEST.— 











An Idea for Weather Predictions 


HE FIRST thing civilized 
man is inclined to when 
\ N he rises in the morning is to 

i wonder what the weather is 

ya et §=©6 going to be. The next thing 
he does after he puts his 

clothes on—and maybe he does it in pajamas 

—is to seize the morning paper to find what 

the weather is going to be. 

Newspapers are supposed 
to be enterprising. In fact, 
most newspapers are continu- 
ally boasting about their en- 
terprise. But if lack of en- 
terprise on their part is shown 
in anything, it is apparent in their anciert¢ 
and utterly commonplace and uniform — 
and exasperating—handling of the weather 
predictions. Such laconic and unpictur- 
esque words and phrases as ‘‘Cloudy,’’ 
‘“‘Warmer to-night,’’ ‘‘Fair,’’ ‘‘Somewhat 
colder,’’ ‘‘Cloudy and warmer,’’ ‘‘ Probable 
snow,’’ ‘‘Rain’’ and others as unexpressive 
are as though with malice aforethought hic- 
den by most newspapers in the places in 
their columns where the average person of 
intelligence would be least likely to look 
for them, in the haste of the morning. 

How much better it would 
be — how much happier it 
would make persons who want 
to know what the weather is 
going to be—how greatly it 
would improve the temper of 
the public—if the newspapers 
should indicate the weather steadily in some 
prominent place on their pages, not by a 
reiteration of the stereotyped phrases, but 
by ever-changing pictures like those on the 
margin hereof! The pictures here presented 
are but suggestions of the fund of humor 
that might be developed by clever artists 
from day to day, by drawing persons in the 
garb indicative of the atmosphere or placing 
them in miniature scenes which would hap- 
pily reflect the predictions of the govern- 
ment weather prophet! 


The Doctor’s Orders 

Mrs. Oldwed (calling on Mrs. Newlywed) 
—How nice and cozy you have it here in 
your flat, dearie! I can imagine how proud 
Mr. Newlywed must be to come home to a 
dinner prepared by your own hands. 

Mrs. Newlywed (with a suspicion of a tear 
in her eyes)—But, my dear Mrs. Oldwed, 
do you know I am all broken up over poor 
George’s health? He does not eat heartily 
like he did the first few days after we were 
married. Our doctor called last evening 
and said I must not be alarmed over George’s 
lack of appetite. He even said it was best 
for a person never to dine unless one could 
eat with a relish. I ordered Worcestershire 
sauce, mustard, horseradish and India rel- 
ish from the grocer to-day, and I do hope 
George will be able to enjoy his dinner to- 
night! 


—-r~ 





Now for agreat 
coat! 
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Good Pickings 
**What is meant by natural selection?’’ 
** Ask Diggs—he’s a born kleptomaniac!’’ 








7 
Decorate Your 


Walls With 


Cheerful Pictures 











THE FAMILY JEWEL 
——EE - 





A miniature of this picture—twice 
this size—or any one of the follow- 
ing in full color, together with the 


Judge Art Print Catalog 


containing 62 reproductions in minia- 
ture, beautifully printed on India 
tint paper, will be sent for 14 cents. 


This catalog shows many pictures 
which will appeal to you. 


The pictures of the set follow: 


6—"Gimme a Nickel 
for the Movies.” 
7—Her Favorite Him. 
4—Three Speeds For- 8—The First National 
ward and One Re- Bank. 
verse. 9—A Spring Chicken. 
5—Blonde and Bru- 10—A Chicken Sand 
nette. Witch. 


1—The Family Jewel. 
@—Dry Goods, 
$—Room for You. 


As the supply is very limited please mark 
a first and second choice. If you send 
your order early it will enable us to give 
you the first choice. 


Use the attached coupon. 


Judge 


225 Fifth Avenue New York 


Coupon 





—_—— 
JUDGE, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York 

Enclosed find l4c. Send me the Judge Art Print Cata- 
log and picture number..............cceeeeceeeeecneneeee 


My second choice is picture number..........++++e+00+* 
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Buying an 
a) , s e The Finished Mother 

She'd 2 ai i her back : 1; 2g in he 
Aut omobile € a in her back and a tear in her 


And it wasn’t her fault—she could make 
















affidavit. 
but are in doubt as The baby was crying—she didn’t know why; 
. The dinner was burning, and she couldn’t 
to what particular | save it. 


In college she’d learned such details as just 


type is best suited | how | | ILLINOIS 

4 ’ H The ancient Egyptians wrapped linen 
‘our needs, a roun] mummies; a 30) F She ] 

to ) ul But how could it help her to find out, right ays ree ld 


W. Slauson, M. E., % oa flannel bands around young No Money Down 


: . > 1e’c Yankee tummies? Express Prepaid in Advance by Me 
editor O f L es le S Shek r : — a Vou pus mq chances with me, I gm ‘Senpe Dow! Deal® Miller 
, . e knew the translation of ‘‘ Erin Go Bragh’’ and | trust the people. That is why I am doing the great- 
Motor Departme nt, And the proper rendition on ‘‘Integer ty A oye eg 
sive yOu Un Vita”; Fropeid& iit bait sary Wl your peck end Se sce 
wl give y ¥ But she couldn’t conceive that the simple of Long Time a arensoed ‘3s Years All these watches 
sace ati **Yaw-yaw!’’ 
biased information Meant ‘‘ Please take the pin from the back ‘ Smash the Terms 
‘ ‘ , of my nightie !”’ No References Demanded 
that may help y ou She knew about accents and breathings— My terms are made to suit you. You get unlimited credit, with no 
ble she knew “An “Open Charge” Account 
solve the pro xem. The : consonant-changes, as taught in the same kind of ao get from your grocer. No meter where 
Grimm's Law— ery ey 


This service, which pag rata ae agp Mine ya yee ll Costly Catalog FREE 


Nipple’s collapsed, and the bot- 
Send me your name and address so I can mail you, Free and postpaid, 
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— . . ° And the probable epoch of Freedom’s first Square Deal MILLER, Pres. 
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> As ‘‘The Time When the Baby Should Get _— 
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She was taught how to paint, how to punt, 


send this coupon. how to fly—_ a ll factory Home 


The mystery is that the girl 














smother; 
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Automobile Inf, ti C From college—‘ Your Destiny—Woman 
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Motor Deporte nt. I slie’s Weekly, [Judge—2-27] (And ‘‘Rockaby-Baby,’’ she sang to the girl 
i ivenu ew Vork > , d 
Who kicked in her arms and most strong] 
Gentlemen: —I] am considering the purchase of a protested ; S y . as a - BY MY PLAN 
“ e . . ” - sae t : of selling direct from factory to home, I can save you 
DAMM iisieictenkedaedachesaiaekiiba shud ca I wish that the teachers who set ina whirl ||| from $110 to $200 on my celebrated Evans Artist Model 
[Give name of car if you have any preference, My jumbled-up brain were right quickly Pianos. 
oF the price you want to pay ) arrested ! Two to Four Years to Pay 
= ype on tts oe and give me, free of And ‘Rockaby-Baby,’ and let us agree, The easiest kind of terms, weekly, monthly, quar 
+ EE JONOWING CRJOT MATION “ee , a - — terly or yearly payments to suit your convenience. } 
If ever by luck or God S grace I can raise Al Bris hy jobbers, dealers and agents profits 
you cut out. No charge for salesroom expense for my office is in my 
06 WOES 5500 00040506560600066000000088 ? ’ r factory. These sre some of the reasons why I can sell the Evans 
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Every Married Couple 


and all who contemplate marriage 


Should Own 


this complete informative book 


“The Science of a New Life” 
By JOHN COWAN, M. D. 


Endorsed and recommended by fore- 
most medical and religious critics 
throughout the U. S. Unfolds the 
secrets of married happiness, so often 
revealed too late! No book like it to be 
had at the price. We can only givea 
few of the chapter subjects here as this 














Se one Ome? book is not meant for ch:ldren. (Agents 
83.00. Iv order to wanted). 
jutroduce this work Marriage and Its Advantages. Age at Which 
into as many neigh to Marry. Law of Choice. Love Analysed. Quali 
horhoods as possible ties One Should Avoid in Choosing. Anatomy of 
we will, for a limited Reproduction, Amativeness : Contisence. Chi! 
time, send one copy dren. Genius 
only to any reader of Conception, Pregnancy. Confinement. TW! 
this Magazine, post- LIGHT SLEEP. Nursing. How a Happy Ma: 
paid, upon re- riet Life is See ured 
ceipt of 82.00 Descriptive circular giving fall and complete 

table of contents mailed FREE 





J. S. Ogilvie Publishing Co., Mov You tity 


Old Jown Cances 


Make Canoeing Your Summer Pastime 


Join the thousands who revel in this popular sport. Get a 
sturdy, light low-priced *‘Old Town Canoe”’ and unfold the 
(evsce of the great outdoors. “Old Town’”’ is the canoe used 
y experiencea scouts and ides. * 
canoes just finished. Write for catalog of 
canoe views and name of dealer in yourtown. 


OLD TOWN CANOE CO. 




















Made-to-Measure 
Express Prepaid yd 






Pants cut in the latest style. 
Made-to-your individual measure. 
Fit, workmanship and wear guar- 
anteed. 

NO EXTRA CHARCE 
for peg tops, no matter how extreme you 
order them. 

A good live hustler in every 

Agents town totake orders for our cele- 
Wanted prated made-to-measure clothes. 
Samples of all latest materials FREE. 


We Pay Big Money 
to our agents everywhere. Turn your spare time into 
cash by taking orders for our stylish clothes. Write 
today for beautiful FRE E‘outfit. 
The Progress Tailoring Co. 


Dept. 855 Chicago, Ill. 


WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO GAN THINK OF SOME 


simple thing to patent? Protect your ideas, they may bring 
you wealth. Write for “ Needed Inventions” and “How to 
Get Your Patent and Your Money.” Randoiph & Co., 
Patent Attorneys. Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 

LOOK LIKE 


CMe le. GEMS 
VA WLE* ‘DIAMONDS 
Stand acid and fire diamond test. 
So hard they easily scratch a file and 
7 will cut glass. Brilliancy guaran- 
teed 25years. Movumred in ]4k solid gold 
diamond mountings. See them before pay- 
ing. Will send you any style ring. pin or stad for 
zamination—all charges prepaid. No money'in advance, 
oney refunded If not satisfactory, Write today for free catalog. 


WHITE VALLEY GEM CO,, 773 Wulsin Bldg., 


WRITE MOVING PICTURE PLAYS 
Constant demand. at yt time. 
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Attias Peswmsmme Co. 440 CrmcimNatt, Ono 





HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
PAPER WAREHOUSE 
Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 


Branch Warehouses 
90 Beekman Street, New York. and 32 Clinton Street. Newark, N. J 





ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 





One on the Professor — Prof (searching 
vainly for his socks)—I have places where 
I keep my things, and you ought to know it. 

Mrs.—You’re right, there. I ought to 
know where you keep your late hours.— 
California Pelican. 


The Vernacular—VFirst medic—Brown had 
an accident yesterday. 

Second medic—How was that? 

First medic—He fell for a girl in Hen- 
nick’s and broke a bone paying for her 
dope.—Ohio Sun-Dial. 

















**What do you think of the nerve of that 
fellow in the third row? Trying to flirt 
with me, he was, Mayme! As if I’d notice 
a fellow who came to a fifteen-cent vaude- 
ville show !’’—Harvard Lampoon. 


Some Rep—Binx—What kind of a repu- 
tation has Jones got? 

Jinx—So good that he can wear cuff but- 
tons with other people’s initials and get 
away with it.—Michigan Gargoyle. 


At the Cottage—He—I didn’t know it was 
so late. Are you sure that clock is going? 

Feminine voice from above—It’s going a 
whole lot faster than you are, young man. 
—Penn State Froth. 


Pa’s Definition—L’enfant—Father, what 
is a ‘‘sepulchral tone of voice’’? 

La pere—That means to speak gravely.— 
Dartmouth Jack o’ Lantern. 


Why—‘‘Why is a small boy like you 
smoking a great big stogie?’’ 

**Oh, I’m just learning the ropes, mum.”’ 
—Hobart Herald. 


Two Viewpoints— He (aside after the 
proposal )—At last I’ve won her! 

She (a-a-t-p)—At last I’ve hooked the 
poor prune !—Penn State Froth. 


The Universe—Frosh—How’s everything? 
Junior—Oh, she’s all right.—Ohio Sun- 
Dial. 


Stupid? —‘‘Last night Jack tried to put 
his arm around me three times.’’ 
**Some arm !’’—Yale Record. 











Vaseline 


Reg. U. S. Pat. Off. 


Hair Tonic 


A health-giving dressing 
for the scalp. 


Prevents dandruff and 
falling of the hair. 


Send 10c. for trial size bottle 
















For an easy shave, with no after smart, put 
a little pure “Vaseline” on the shaving brush 
and rub in with the lather. 


CHESEBROUGH MFG. COMPANY 
|Consolidated] 










17% State Street 











A juicy chop or steak done 
to a tum, a hot baked pota. 


to, some simple salad and a mug or 
glass of 


ans 


—fare fit for Kings or everyday mortals 


Try it at chop house, restaurant or at home, 














Instant Bunion Relief 
Prove [i Af My Expense 


Don't send me one cent—just let me prove 
it to you as I have done for 67,532 others in the 
last six months. I claim to have the most succes 
ful remedy for bunions ever made and I want you 
to let me send you a treatment Free, entirely a 
my expense. I don’t care how many 

cures, or shields, or pads you ever tried y 
success—I don’t care how disgusted you are with 
them ali—you have not tried my remedy and! 
have such absolute confidence in it that I am g- 
ing to send you a treatment absolutely 
FREE. It is a wonderful yet simple home remedy 
which relieves you almost instantly of Cy - 
removes the cause of the bunion and thus the ogiy 
deformity disappears—all this while you are wear 
ing tighter shoes than ever. Just your Dame 
and address and treatment will be sent 78 
promptly in plain sealed envelope. 


FOOT REMEDY Co. 
3512 West 26th Street, Chicago, & 


ART STUDIES 


EXQUISITE DEN PICTURES FROM LIFE 


W Genuine Photos of living models in bewitching 
ses, Classy work for art lovers. 3 swell cab 
nets. 25e; 6, 50e, with 6 1-2x8 1-2 photo FREE 
with every order for 6. DOLLAR SPECIAL ¢ 
cabinets, two 612 x 81-2. and 50 small photos all 
i for $1. 0c extra for sealed postage. MONEY 
BACK IF NOT 14S REPRESENTED. 


KING ©%., 6012 J. W., ANDOVER, O#10 


























Press Cutting Bureat 
will send you all newspaper clipping’ 
which may appear about you, yom 


friends, or any subject on which you may want to be @ 
to date.” Every newspaper and periodical of important 
in the United States and Europe is searched. Tem 
$5.00 for 100 notices. HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Sevent 
Avenue, New York. 
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Stories “With Smiles 


Slow Progress—A_ regiment of regulars 
was making a long, dusty march across the 
rolling prairie land of Montana. It was a 
hot, blistering day, and the men, longing 
for water and rest, were impatient to reach 
the next town. 

A rancher rode past. 

“Say, friend,’’ called out one of the men, 
“how far is it to the next town?”’ 

“Qh, a matter of two miles or so, I 
reckon,” called back the rancher. 

Another hour dragged by, and another 
rancher was encountered. 

“How far to the next town?’’ the men 
asked him eagerly. 

“Qh, a good two miles.’ 

A weary half hour longer of marching, 
and then a third rancher. 

“Hey, how far’s the next town?”’ 

“Not far,’ was the encouraging answer. 
“Only about two miles.”’ 

“Well,’’ sighed the optimistic sergeant, 
“thank goodness, we’re holdin’ our own, 
anyhow !’’—Pittsburgh Chronicle Telegraph. 


, 


Born Diplomat—‘‘ Harry, I am beginning 
to believe the baby looks like you.”’ 

“Are you, dear?’”’ 

“Yes, I notice it more and more every 
day. I’m so glad!’’ 

“Do you really want him to look like 
me?”’ 

“Of course I do. I’ve been sorry ever 
since we had him christened that we didn’t 
give him your name.”’ 

“Sweetheart, you don’t know how happy 
you make me by saying that.’’ 

“And, Harry, dear—I found the loveliest 
hat to-day. I don’t believe I ever saw any- 
thing that was so becoming to me. It’s 
thirty-five dollars. Do you think I ought 
to pay that much for a hat?’’—Chicago 
Record-Herald. 


Enlightening Him—NMr. Meek was labori- 
ously hooking up the back of his wife’s 
evening dress just as the clock was striking 
their dinner hour and their dinner guests 
were ringing the door bell. Mr. Meek 
breathed hard; his forehead was damp, and 
his hands shook. 

“IT do wish some one would invent a ma- 
chine to do this kind of work!’’ he muttered 
miserably. 

“Why, they have!’’ replied his wife 
brightly, as she applied some powder non- 
chalantly to her nose. ‘‘They have, and 
you are it.’’— Youth's Companion. 


Tips and Tips—An American spending 
his vacation in Scotland had an opportunity 
to play golf every day on a world-famous 
links. Moreover, he had assigned to him 
an exceptionally fine caddie, who had fre- 
quently carried the bags of the best golfers 
in Scotland, 

“Donald, my man, I expect to get some 
good tips from you while I am here,’’ said 
the American, while making the first round 
of the course. 

“And I expect,’’ returned the thrifty Don- 
ald, “the like frae you.’’—Youth’s Com- 
Panton, 





teller, Next to sunshine and fresh air, Mark 





| the coupon below for “Your Mark Twain.”’ ‘“Tomorrow’’ 
; . ate! 
] may be too late! The Man That Corrupted Hadley- 





BE HAPPY! 


OW, more than ever, Mark Twain proves 
a blessing to you. Let in the sunshine 
of Mark 'Twain’s radiant humor! Revel in 
the hearty and robust fun of the great story- 


Twain has done more for the welfare of 
mankind than any other agency. His is the 
antidote par excellence for the blues, all 
species of grouch, melancholy, and general 
debility of the intellect. You want Mark 
T'wain’s Collected Writings now more than 
ever, and here is your opportunity. You 
may still obtain the Author’s National Edi- 


MARK _TWAIN 
'o PRICE 


Over a million copies of this edition have been sold. 
Every state, every city, practically every hamlet, con- 170 STORIES 
tains a purchaser. in these 25 volumes 


Their names would make a_book-lover’s “‘Who’s 
Who,’”’ because every type of reader is here represented. GREAT BOOKS OF FICTION 
Huckleberry Finn. 1 vol. 


This edition will be withdrawn from the market, for Amat of Tem Gage. 1 vd 











arrangements are now under way for a more expensive set. Pudd’nhead Wilson. 1 vol. 
The set is in twenty-five volumes, each measuring Joan of Arc. 2 vols. 
5x 7 1-2inches. They are carefully printed on excel- of a In King 
lent paper and bound in a handsome red crepe cloth, The Prince and the Pauper. 1 vol. 
have titles in gold, decorative design on shelf-back, a The Gilded Age. 2 vols. 
medallion of the great author on the cover, head-bands FAMOUS BOOKS OF TRAVEL 
and title-pages in two colors. The Innocents Abroad. With Bi- 
**Harper’s Magazine’’ or ““The North American Re- SS So we eae 
view’’ is included at this special price. A Tramp Abroad. 2 vols. 


Following the Equator. 2 vols. 
Roughing It. 2 vols. 
Life on the Mississippi. 1 vol. 


DELIGHTFUL SHORT STORIES, 


There’s a coupon below awaiting your signature to 
bring the books THE HARPER WAY. Buying these 
books THE HARPER WAY is like this—We send the 


books at our expense. You examine them five days— SKETCHES, AND ESSAYS 
if then you do not like the books, you send them back to 7 

sé . 99 y . eis ‘ Sketches New and Old. 1 vol. 
us collect.’’ We are making it possible for any one to The American Claimant, ete. 1 vol. 
be bright and cheery. Send no money. You have a year The $30,000 Bequest, ete. 1 vol. 
within which to pay for the twenty-five volumes. Sign Tom Sawyer Abroad, etc. 1 vol. 


Literary Essays. 1 vol. 
Christian Science. 1 vol. 


burg, etc. 1 vol. 








HARPER & BROTHERS es.18:7 NEW YORK 


HARPER & BROTHERS, Franklin Square, New York City. 

Please send me in THE HARPER WAY, charges prepaid, a set of MARK TWAIN’S WORKS, twenty- 
five’ volumes, cloth binding, and_ enter my name as a subscriber for one year to Harper’s MaGazine, under the terms 
of your offer. It is understood I may retain the set for five days, and at the expiration of that time if I do not care for the 
books I will return them at your expense and you will cancel the subscription to the MaGazine. If I keep the books I will 
remit $2.00 a month until the full price of the books and the Macazine, $25.00, has been paid, or within thirty days will 
send you $23.75 as payment in full. 














GID, ane vdnccbeiseced«tensaceteabasbaedatebeneansseveeeneeecdcieenedca dh eawss cine uaa 


“The North American Review” may be substituted for “Harper's Magazine.” 
MARK TWAIN: A BIOGRAPHY. By A.sert Bicerow Paine. Illustrated. 3 vols., $6.00 net; Gilt Tops, $7.00 net; 
Three-quarter Calf, $14.50 net; Three-quarter Morocco, $15.50 net. 
A Portfolio describing our Standard Sets will be sent upon request. 


























“Bull” Durham, the Smoke of Hospitality 


At fashionable house-parties, gay week-end gatherings, wherever smart American men 
assemble lor recreation, mellow “Bull” Durham tobacco adds to their enjoyment. It Is Cor- 
rect, up-to-date, notably stylish to “roll your own” cigarettes with “Bull” Durham stamps 
you as a smoker of experience and that delicate, distinctive “Bull” Durham fragrance is 


always very avreeable to the ladies of the party. 


GENUINE 


BULL DURHA 


SMOKING TOBACCO 


“Bull” Durham is unique among the world’s high-class smoking 
tobaccos and has been for generations. Millions ol smokers find In 
the fresh cigarettes they fashion to their own liking from this deli- 
ciously mild, fragrant tobacco, supreme enjoyment and satisfaction 





obtainable in no other way. 


Roll a cigarette with “Bull” Durham today. Learn that original, exquisite 
aroma—the refreshing smoothness and mellowness —the irresistible appeal of this 


' 
world lamous topacco. 


An Ilu trated ookle 4 howing correct way to ‘Roll Your Own” ( igarettes, ff 
and a package of cigarette papers, will both be mailed, free, to any address is 
; 
TERRIER LEO 


in U. S. on request. Address “Bull” Durham, Durham, N. C., Room 1288. 





THE AMERICAN TOBACCO COMPANY 


















































